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I hoped that house would burn, 
but there we were, shoving each other 
upstairs. The jimmied door creaked shut 
and we were alone where it happened, 
the murder we believed. Each step we took, 
boards popped. Cobwebs bowed us along 
like ghosts, the screen door tapping code.
Webs stuck to my hair, and I clawed
and wheeled around, rubbing my face to see.
Games when we were ten were serious as sex, 
and we thought all others cheated.
In gunfights, crouched, we shot each other, 
shouting. When no one fell, 
that s when the bad blood flowed.
You’re dead! somebody swore. You missed! 
we lied, and shot straight at his head.
Backing off to our homes, we all fired 
volleys at the heart, liar, sissy, coward.
One night, we bragged we’d bring back 
doorknobs, glass, a floor board 
stained with blood. But inside, 
anything there heard every step, so close 
we felt it breathe, hiding in shadows, 
knowing we didn’t dare turn back.
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